it e

Aunt Dorothy’s Corner

. Ch :
IN\\l'ln ;'l:s:‘?:” of you to read and study
carefully the following about our new con-
test . Write to us and tell us what you
think of it

THE FIRST “MAGIC FIVES" PRIZE
CONTEST.

Making “magic squares” is lots of fun
and has been the most fascinating mathe-
matical puzzle for over a thousand years,
but it has never until last month been made

fnto a puzzle for all of us. In January it
was published in the shape of a neait t;ax
r and the in-
with twenty-five wooden hrw:‘ks all
venior calls it the Magic ILwea. You can
maks with it the Magic Three Square,
Magic Four Square and Magic Five Square.
A magic square is a series of numbers ar-
ranged in a square o that the numbers in

each row from side to side. from top to
bottom and from corner to corner will add
to the same sum

The Magic Three Square is the smallest
equare that can be made magie. I!; con-
sists of the numbers 1, 2, 3, 4. 5,6, 7, 8, 9
arranged in a square three each way, and
we offer as a prize for the neatest cor-
rectly solved magic square of three either
e piint box, a hook, a set of pictures to
paint or a “Magic Fives Puzzle.”

All answers must be on the blank below,

and remember that all eight rows of the
figures must add up alike, the three rows
from side to side. the three rows from tep

to bottom and the two from corner to cor-

ner). Address all answers to Puzzle !-Jdimr._
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Yours cordially,
THE CHILDREN' EDITOR.

Letters have been received from Earle W.
Gardner. who sends us an interesting story;
Annie R. Fuss, who made a pretty sketch:
Edna Hall Smith, whose story will be pub-
lished: Florence M. Kidwell, who wrote the
story “Little Mary;” Lucinda Hoskinson,
who sent a drawing of her horse: Levinia
Johnson. whose Santa Claus story ecame
after Santa Claus had gone; Dorothy Scot*,
who ia ten vears old and writes a good Jet-
ter; Marshall Darly, who is eight years old
and likes horses; C. Hodgson, who has
drawn a lady: Ernest 8. Conard, who sant
us a drawing of leaves; Lauri 8. sends a
note and a drawing of her Ilittle sister;
Donald Ripley, who Is seven years old;
Dorothy E. MacElwee, who wants to Join
the club; Edith M. Miller, who sends us a
story: Alice Lynch, who sends a drawing
of Buster Brown; Ethel M. Fuss, who sends
a very good drawing; Arthur E. Birkle,
who had a drawing printed; Louise Fuller,
who sends a drawing of a girl. q

Dear Aunt Dorothy:
My lttle sister drew the pletura of the

€ B of the sun. and she asked me to
Wi 4 note so she could sen4d the piclure.
8he s only seven years of age and is in
the first grade. e can draw very well
JIor name is Greeta 8. I drew a picturs Jf
a l » girl, but I guess it was not zowl
enovgh to print and it was in peneil. Hop-
inz R icture in print soon. 1 will
el Yo nd, LAURA 8.

Your note was written very nicely.—Ed.
Diear Aunt Dorothy:

I thank you ever g0 much fur using my
letter, 1 forgot to send my so!f-addressed

velope, so here it Is. I will now tell you

x little story:

Onee there was a (ittle hear tha: lived
upan a high mountain with {is mamma and
lttle brother. One day t'i> iaamuma bear
—— = e,

was golng out to get somathing to eat. Bhe
told the little bears to he gond and she
would bring them some:ilvWnz nice. 8o she
went to a farmer’s and zot a nice litile fat
plg, but as she started bick who should
she see but one of her littls pigs wh) had
followed her. So she put down the litls
pig and spanked the little heis all the way
home and put him right to bed. Then she
went to get the little pig, but it had gone
home. Then she went to a place where some
men were cuiting wood and they gave her
a loaf of bread. but the bad little bear did
not get as large a piece as the good one.
Your lttle friend. MARION 8.

Write to us again. dear.
Pear Aunt Dorothy:

The other day I wro:e a story ecalled
“Bobby’s Encounter With Santa Claus,” and
thinking you might 1iké j. and put it in
the children’s page, I sent it in. My nephew
wrote you a letter some time ago, but it
wasn't printed, so I guess it made i*s way
into the waste basket. I sincerzly hope my
story will be printed soon. I remain your
loving friend, EDITH M.

P. 8.—I will write again.

The story is Interesting, Edith. It is lute,
now, but perhaps it will L' published.—Ed.

Dear Aunt Dorothy:

I was very glad to see my poem on the
children’s page. I saw vou said to write if
you did not get a badge, and I didn’t get
one.

Please tell me how I can get in “Little
Red Riding Hood.”

I am sending you a poem. I hope it will
get a prize. Yours truly, STIRLING W.

The poem is very nice and most patriotie.
Your badge is on its way. Mrs. Glover will
tell you about “Red Riding Hood."—Ed.

Dear Aunt Dorothy:

I herewith inclose a drawing, which T
drew from memory. I have tried many
times to get a prize and once I did get m¥
name in for an artist’'s outsfit, but 1 never
received one. Hoping that I may succeed [
will close. Yours sineerely,

IRMA FRANCES B., Age 12 Years.

Your drawing from memory Is very good,
but send something of an original- subject,
Irma.—Ed.

Dear Aunt Dorothy:

I read the children's page in The Slar
and like it very much. I wrots ‘a story,
which I will send to you and hpa it will
be put into The Star next Saturdiyv. Yours
truly, HELGN HL

We are glad you like the pag=, also to re-
ceive the story. for which Aunt Dorothy
sends thanks.—Ed.

Dear Aunt Dorothy:

I am an entire stranger to The Star. I
often want to try to draw a picture for the
children's page. I see so many other draw-
ings. I have here drawn a picture of a
cunning little girl wishing to please you I
don’t expect a prize from you. I think she
looks s cunning, with her head to the side.
I guess T will stop now. Yours truly,

CAMILLE H., Age 11 Years.

P. 8.—I hope this letter and plctura will
be in the page soon. I will alsn senil an-
other picture besides that cne.

Thanks, dear, from Aunt Dorothy.

Dear Editor:

This little tobacco plant I drew from a
plcture in my geography. It is exactly like
the picture. I am only thirteen years old
and in the sixth grade. I live at 1233 Tth
street northwest. 1 hope I will win 2 prize.
I am your little friend,

MARGARET L.

Draw some flower or leaf from natare,
Margaret, don't copy.—Ed.
Dear Aunt Dorothy:
Having seen drawings in your page for
children by boys and girls who are intei-
ested in art I have undertaken to draw twa
pictures for next Saturday’s edition. I hope
they will please you, as I have never be-
fore sent anything of the kind to wou and
of course do not expect a favorable critl-
cism the first time. Hoplag to see one of
them in print, I remain sincerely wvour
nephew, WM. B. L., Age 14 Years.

The Indian is excellent.—Ed.

Dear Aunt Dorothy:
I have just drawn a picture for.the chil-
dren’'s page. Yours truly,
HATTIE R., Age § Years.

You do well, for so young a girl.—E4

Dear Aunt Dorothy:

Although it did not take me very long to
draw this head. I have sent it with the ex-
pectation of having It published. Your
friend. AMIE R. F.

The [llustration Is very good.—Ed.

Dear Editor:

I enclose a story for the childven 3 page
in competition for the prize whalch is fe
be given on February 5. I wo'e it by
myself without help from anyone, anl papa
copled it on the typewrlter for me. Ye
says that he “followed copy strictiv.” 1
hope I can get a prize, or, at least, have
my story printed. I am fourteen years old
and joined the league

some time ago.
Yours truly,

- EDNA HALL S.

We hope to publish your story, Edna,
when there is room.—Ed.
Dear Aunt Deorothy:

I thank you very much for the puklication
of the story "Little Mary,"” in The Star of
Saturday a week ago.

Inclosed you will find a fairy tale of my
own composition, .

Hoping my story will meet with approval,
I remain your true friend,

FLORENCE M. K., Age 12 Yaars.

Your falry story is interesting, but you
write on both sides of the paper, which you
should not do.—Ed,

Dear Aunt Dorothy:

I am a constant reader of the childrern’s
page in The Evening Star and I have tried
to make a drawing. entitlad My Pet.”
Hoping this will please you, I remain yours
truly, LUCINDA ¥.

Your pet must be a fine animal. -3

Dear Aunt Dorothy:

T was very much surprised tn see my ;ot-
ter In the children’'s page of The Evening
Star. 1 have sent a story callad “Waiting
for Banta Claus."” Hoping to sec this in
print, I remain yours sincerely,

LEVENIA T

The SBanta Claus story s i20 late. now.. -
Ed.

Dear Aunt Dorothy:

As 1 have not done anvit'ng for The
Star, I thoughtd would draw a dog. I read
The Star most every Saturliy eveniag. 1

| bope T will be able to write a story some
| time soon.

Youra truly,
DOROTHY 8., Ag> 10 Years,

Try to write an original story some time.—
Ed.

Dear Aunt Dorothy:

I have seen some of the drawings of the
children’s page, and I would like to send
vou one of mine. I am a little boy eight
yvears old and go to Franklin school. Yours
truly, MARSHALL D.

You do very well.—EQ4,
Dear Aunt Dorothy:

I will send you this drawing of a lady. 1
drew It myself. I would like very much to
win a prize. T am a member of the Halp-
ing Hand Sunshine Circle. Hoping very
much to win a prize. I remaln your little
friend. CLIFTON H., Age 12,

The drawing is very good.—Ed.

Dear Aunt Dorothy:
1 have been reading the children’s
and like It very much. I hope you had a

GOING TO CALIFORNIA.
Drawn by Lilliee M,

% e

j many things. 1 would.

merry Christmus. for we did. I got some
very pretty things, and I hope you
love to jein

L

club. I did not make anything for The
Star this week. Yours lovingly, .
DOROTHY E. M., Aged D Years.

We would like to have you join the club.—
[Ed.\

Dear Aunt Dorothy: :

I see by the paper that ymi are still sick,
but hope you will scon be we =

I have sy'nt of puzzles and a drawing that
I wish to send to you. and hope you will
have them printed in the children's vage.
Yours truly, ERNEST 8."C.

The honeysuckle Iea_ves are excal_lent-Ed.

LETTER BOX :
Dear Aunt Dorothy:
I have drawn a little picture to be put

ALICE L.

in this Saturday's Star. From

Dear Aunt Dorothy: =
I am one of the readers of the children's
page. Two months ago I =ent a letter with
a stamped addressed envelope, but I never
heard from it. 1 would like a badge. My
mother took me and some friends ‘Eo see
“Little Red Riding Hood." II1I liked “Little
ding Hood" very much.
s i DONALD R., Aged T Years.

A very nice letter, little Donald; write
again. Will send you a badge.—[Ed.]

Dear Aunt Dorothy:

1 thank you so much for publishing my
drawing called “A Christmas Shopper.” I
like to draw very much and will send you
some more later on. I am very much pleas~
ed with the children’s page and look anx-
jously for The Saturday Even'ing Star,
Yours truly, ARTHUR E. B.

Keep c;n working, Krthur, if you like to
draw.—[Ed.]

Dear Aunt Dorothy: <
Asg IAhave taken a great interest in' the
children’'s page in The Saturday Evening
Star T have now decided to send this little
drawing, hoping it will be published soon.

r now friend.
RO SIUE 0% ETHEL M. F.

The drawing is good; try again.—[Ed.]

LAURA'S FRIGHT.
It was just dusk as Laura Welton started
for home from her friend's house. She
wanted to get home-soon. so she thought

she would cut through the woods. She
shivered as she looked at the dark shad-
owy irees, and drew her cape closer about
her. When she was in the middle of the
woods, she looked to one side and to her

terror she saw a white animal stretched
upon the ground with its eyes filxed upon
her. She gave a scream and ran as she
never ran before. She came to the edge of
the wood. but what next? There she stood
before a steep hill, which she never dared
to ascend., But the animal was gaining on
her every moment, so she ran down the
hill and didn't see that anybody stood at
the foot. She ran right into the person,
and the person picked her up in his arms.
“Why, Laura,” he said. “what is the mat-
ter?”’ “Oh, Unecle Jack, she panted, “a
panther.” TUncle Jack smiled as he looked
up and saw a dusty little beast trHGglng
toward them. “Why., he laughed, *that’'s
r little dog, Topsy.”
Gy EDITH M. M., Aged 13 Years.

DOGS.

T am very fond of dogs. Are you? They
are very useful. In different countries they
are put to different uses. The dog Is the
next nearest pet to the horse. He is also
next useful to the horse. There are many
different kinds of dogs. The most common
kind is the housedog, which Is of no particu-
lar breed. His noisy bark keeps tramps
and would-be sneak thieves away from the
house during the night when the folks are
asleep and by day when they are away
from home. He I8 a kind of sleeping dog.

The mastiff i1s a fine watchdog. The peo-
ple of some countries use him to hunt lions,
tigers and other fierce animals. After that
there is the falthful shepherd dog. He
watches the flock of sheep during the day
and drives the sheep into the fold at night.
It seems as if he can count the number of
sheep In the flock that he is watching
When the sheep pass into the fold the faith-
ful dog stands at the gate and watches to
see if the usual number pass through the
gate. If there are any missing he will go
back to the pasture to find the stray sheep
and tries his best to bring them back safe.
He watches the farm houses at night and
the sheep during the day.

The Newfoundland dog Is a noble and
proud creature. He originated from the
island of that name. In some countries the
Newfoundland dogs are used in place of
horses. These dogs are harnesszed to little
carts in which they haul the farmers’ pro-
dice to the market on market day. This is
done in Belgium and certain parts of Ger-
many.

In :Germ—an}' the man sits In the cart
smoking his long plpe or sleeping. while his
wife or daughter , if he has any old enough.
drives the dogs. They have long whips
with which they drive the dogs. The dogs
need little driving, as they are born to this
kind of life. They seem to think that it is
their duty to pull their masters to and from
the market.

They give little attention to what they see
on the streets Other curs and common
dogs, who may be thin. unfed, snappy and
homeless, would .run after another dog or
cat. They very often bark at the New-
foundland dog, but the Newfoundland doces
not take notlce. These dogs are very brave
and fearless. They will try to save the lives
of their masters at the expense of thelr own
lives. They are excellent swimmers. Some
of these a4 have already bwven known to
save the lives of men or other dogs by
jumping down in the water, even without
thelr master’s command. The St. Bernard
dog originated on Mount 8t. Bernard, in
Switzerland. It Is very faithful to its mas-
ter. JACK ROBINSON,
(President of the Golden Eagiles).—Young

Folks' Herald. )

MY CAT HOP.
One day I came home from school T was
thinking of how I would like to have a eat.
As I came along brooding In this way T sud-
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Junior €hristian Endeavor.
Tople for February 21—"How the Chirnecse
Live" (a missionary mee&,l_t_ig)—nom. x:14-15.
Dear Juniors:

If you could pay a visit to a Chinese vil-
lage or town, and peep. into some of the
homes to be found there, I am sure you
would be more than ever grateful that you
live in a Christlan land.

‘We are told that if all the ple In the
world were to march in sin file every
four'h person would be a Chinese. It is
thought that there are about four hundred
millions of Chinese in the empire, & number
80 great as that we can form no idea of it.

These people live in queer little houses ]|
built of wood, stone, unburnt brick or
adobe. They are roofed with tiles, thatch
or earth, and many of them have only earth
floors. Very few of them have glass win-
dows, but instead of glass they use paper
pasted over lattice work.

Their ordinary food Is rice, salt fish and
vegetables. and in north China they have
also sweet potatoes, wheat and Indian corn.
They rarely ever eat meat, because they
belleve in the passing of a soul from one
body to another, and ey are afraid to kill
an animal, as they mizght destroy some soul
that has come to live in it.

They have some customs that seem very
queer to us. For example, I‘nstead of shak-
ing a friend's hand. a Chinaman shakes his
own. Instead of wearing black as a sign
of mourning they always wear white, and
they cover the head as a mark of respect,
instead of uncovering it, as we do. The
parents of Chinese.boys and girls select the
husbands and wives for their children, who
are very likely never to sée each other until
their wedding day.

When a boy baby Is born in China there
isegreat rejoicing, and the baby receives
many presents, When he is a few weeks
old there is a feast in his honor, If his par-
ents can afford it. and there is a great dis-
play of fireworks, which are believed .to
frighten away evil spirits.

But the poor little girl bables are never
welconre, and they grow up without educa-
tion, and with very few pleasures. It is
sald that not one Chinese' woman in ten
thousand knows how to resd. When a little
Chinese girl is five or six years old her feet
are tightly bound, and the bandage is tight-
ened from time to time. until the toes are
drawn under. A Chinése woman's foot is
usually only four or five inches long, and
sometimes they are much shorter. It is
considered a disgrace' for her to have big
feet. Of course, these litile ‘girls suffer ter-
ribly while their feet are bound in this
way, and they are notable to run about and
play as their brothers do. Altogether it is
a very sad thing to be a girl in China.

Ido! temples and idol shrines are to be
found everywhere in China, and this ex-
plains everything that is unliappy about the
lives of the Chinese people. Tn almost every
house there are at least two idol shrines,
and a much larger numbeér are to be found
in most of them. There are many mission-
aries now in China. who are teaching the
people about the true God, and some of
them have listened, and believed, and de-
stroyed their idols. But China will never
become a Christian land until all the Chris-
tians of other lands unite in sending the
gospel there. In this work the Junlors have
a part. and we must all work and pray and
give, that the time may come when there
will be no idols and no worship of false
gods in all that great empire. Yours for the
Juniors. EDITH V. BRADT..

“Let us cultivate charity in judging; let
us seek to draw out latent good in others,
rather than to discover hidden evil.''—Wil-
liam George Jordan. .

THE CHILDREN’S LEAGUE.
They Are Made Happy Through
Thought for Each Other.
MEMBERSHIP COUPON.

International Headquarters,
New York City.

International President, Mrs. Loulse H y
Post Office Box 205, Washington, D.

The EBEquitable Trust Co., 15 Nassau st
New York, is the Central Depository for
The Permanent Emergency Fund.
No dues, no salaried officials. All help
m direct on eall from the president,

gh the press and other avenues that
are open for this werk. Further informa-
tion given on application to the editor of
this page.

—_——
PLEDGE.

1 promise to try every day to add happl-
ness to some one's life by being kind.

I promise to try to earn each month a
penny, & postage stamp, a nickel,.a dime
or larger sums, and hold tkem subject to the
order of the president, in her discretion.

I promise to write to m{ president once a
month and tell ber what [ am doing to help
others and what I can do to belp ber Lelp
others,

I promise to help the Children's League
give to those whe cannot otherwise get them
such books as are selected by my president

aml printed on our list,
Please enroll my nnme snd send my badge
addressed en-

in_inclosed stamped and self-
velope.,

N o vonnsssersosnississersiassnssnsrns
Hitveete .t il oiinit i
Town or City..... i R

Btate and County........,...

Age of Applicant, if under 20.......000000s
(Adults may join.)

Date of Application...............

Y

x

—_—

INSTRUCTIONS.
¥ l.kneﬂliqgitﬁble Trust 15 Nassan st., New
(ork, w old permanen
that is belng gatbered
friends. . s
2. Get a few active mefy
8. Meet once in two

4. Give your cirele a name, as, for in-
stance, the n's Leg 0. L
ud Clircle. Always use L. with the
decide upon, In order to keep in close touch
with the tral movement,
5. Blect a president, a secrefary and a treasurer
and a lbra

Ba! t to the order of the president, when such
emergency arises, at her tion, request of
the officers of any or nll 's League Clrcles
or of comusittees of ¥ 1 mewmbers of -the.
. Write to Aunt to find out how to
get a[bnnk to hold sm; t§ for the perma-
nent .
[ separate 1 work. We will
teli you from to ti m to let-
ters, where and how you cinp- ne op-

0
make you Py 10 return for your kind for
others, rough which we are you get
your 1 and m:mm. mmu must

Egm: ""ﬁ"m.&m'ué'am sothy, Box
‘u."?;m;w&._u; may join by

and ted
Stamj tg:e

Drawn by Edythe G. M., age 13 years.

The Story of Washingion

- By Jessie R. Smith.
WABHINGTON AS A BOY.

When - George Washington was a lttle
boy, he lived in Virginia. His home was
near the Potomac river. George had a big
brother named Laurence.

Laurence was a soldler, and he told
George fine stories. George wanted to be
a soldler too. But Laurence said: *““You
are too.small. You must walt until you are
a man."” = .

George did not like that. He said: “I
want to be a soldier right now."”

So he played with the boys at school. At
Tecess, he would get his sword and call:
“Fall in! Fall in!"

The the boys would run and get In line.
They would march up and down the road.

TLen the boys would run and get in line.

Sometimes they would have a battle. One
side had cornstalks and the other side had
broomsticks for guns. George was the best
<captain and his side always won.

One day ‘George's father gave him a new
hatchet. It had a pretty red handle.
George was very proud of his new hatchet.
He went around cutting everything. He said
he wanted to see how sharp it was.

By and by, he came to the orchard. His
father had a fine young cherry tree there.

George saw the tree. and said: “I wonder
if my hatchet can eut this tree?"

He looked and looked at the tree. Then
he felt the edge of the hatchet. He shook
his head and said: “No; I guess It isn't
sharp enough.”

But he thought he would try it anyway.

At the first blow. the tree fell down.

Now, poor George felt very sorry. He did
not know what to do.

He tried to set it up again, but it would
not stay.

80 he picked up his hatchet, and went to
the house.

After a while his father went out to look
at his cherry tree. He saw it lying on the
ground.

He sald: “What is the matter with my

tree? Some one must have cut it. I will
ask George about it.”
So he called: “George! George! Come

here.’ -

George came, and his father said: “Look
at my cherry tree. It is dead. Do you know
who cut it?"

“1 did,’”" said George.

“Why did you do it?" said his father.

“l was trying my new hatchet. I wanted
to see how sharp it was. 1 didn't think it
would hurt the tree."

“Well,” said his father. “it was a fine
tree. I am sorry to lose it. but I am glad
my boy has told me the truth.”

When George was eleven years old his
father died. His mother tdok care of the
farm. She had a very fine colt.

One morning, George and Laurence went
into the field to see the colt. Some other
boys went with them.

(l;eorge saild: "I guess I will ride the
colt.”

But Laurence said:
It will throw wyou off.”

“Boys,” said George, “if you will catch
him. I will ride him.”

Laurence sald: “No, don't you do It. You
will get hurt.”

But George would not listen, and said:
**Go on, boys: I am not afraid.”

So they chased the colt up into a corner.
They threw the bridle over his head. Then
George jumped upon his back. The poor
colt was so frightened. No one had ever
been upon It before. It ran and jumped and
kicked. It tried and tried to throw George
off, but he held on very tight. Then it gave
a big jump and fell down. The boys tried
to get it up, but the colt was dead.” It had
broken a bicod vessel.

Poor George said: *I am so sorry. But I
will go and tell my mother.”

The boys went home. George and Lau-
rence went to the house. Their mother
sald: ““Well, boys, I saw you in the field.
How Is the colt this morning?"’

“It is dead,” said George.
n:{)eadl” said his mother. “Who killed

“I did,” sald George.

“You! Why, how could you kill 1t?" said
his mother.

Then George told her all about it.

At first his mother was angry. Then she
sald: “I would rather lose the colt than
have my boy tell a story.”

IN THE WOODS.

George went to school until he was six-
teen. :

Then he went to see his broiher.

Laurence had a pretty home. It was on
the bank of the Potomac river. He called
it Mount Vernon.

One day George threw a stone clear across
the river. He was the only boy who could
throw so far. -

By and by he went to survey some land.
He took one man with him. This land was

“No; you must not.

L away out In the woods.

George had to ride over rough roads and
climb steep hills. Some of the streams were
80 deep that his horse had to swim across.

George and the man worked hard all day.
They measured the land with a long chain.

At night they didn’t know what to do.
They had no place to sleep. There wasn't
a houalale in the woods.

80 they built a big fire. Then they made
a- bed of leaves. One night the leaves
waught fire. George was fast asleep, but
the majn woke up. 2

He jumped up and ealled: *“Geo
George! Get up. You'll burn up!" i

But George did not move, .

Then the man shook him.

George opened his eyes, and said: “Wha
do you want?’ ‘ &
“the bed

“Get up quick,” said the man;
is G:n tire!” z
orge got up, and they put out the fire.
They had a good laugh about It. Th
went back to bed. Ty
They shot bird. and deer for food. They

pul the meat on a stick. and cooked it over
a fire.

The first day the man sald: “Dinner is

Fund { ready. Please hand me the plates.”

“Plates!” sald George. ‘“You know we
haven't any."
“Yes we have.” said the man.
“Where are they?'.said George.
“See that tree. Well, take this ax and
cut some chips. They will do for plates.”
‘““T'hey will be fine."” said George, “and
we won't have to wash them.”
g:e day1 : bai:{d ofdlndlm came along,
ey sald: “How do you do, white men
Doyrou live hera?" :
“Yes," sald George: “sit down and
a sv:hﬂu.” e
they sat down before the fire. Geor,
gave them something to eat. -
Then the chief said: “We will dance for
thl?‘h- w:ﬁtthe men.’(;. 7
st they made a drum. They took a pot
that was half full of water. Then they .;’3:.
a skin over it. :
of them drummed. and the others
danced around and around. Then they
yelled anfut l:t::h thﬁ arrows.
they were very strange.
‘They were the first Indians he ever saw.
He talked with them a long time. They

e
-

,- mﬁt&'&’fu i
d-arrows.

o his home at
THE FRENCH AND INDIANS
people lived in one part of
; the English people lived In an-
part. They both wanted the land
India

the woods for three ma“m

;

lying along the Ohio river.

The ans wanted this land, too. They
said: “The land is ours. We were here
ﬂIIL" . I

The French people said: You help us.
We are your friends."

“What will vou do?" said the Indians.

“We will drive the English away. Then
all the land will be ours.” said the French.
_ “That is a good plan,” sald the Indians,
“and we will all help you."

“ﬂo the French built a fort on the Ohio

ver.

This made the English very angry. They
sald: “That is our land. The French have
no right there. Let us fight.”

The
away.”™ -

“They ’on;t“rp." said the

“Then we fight them,” said the gov-
ernor.

80 he sent for George Washington. He
said 'to him: “Some French people are on
our land. Wiil you go to see them for me?"’
a‘zu," saild Washington. “What shall 1

07

The governor said: “Tell them the land
is ours. They must go away, or we will
fight them.”

The next day Washington set out for the
fort. He took oné white man and some
friendly Indlans with him.

_He dressed himself ke an Indlan. They
all carried guns,

When they got to the fort, the French
l;:.og_lg sald: “No; we will not give up this

1!

“But It is ours,” sald Washington.

They said: “We have come here to stay.
If the English people do not like it, they
will have to fight."
ﬁ'l‘}len Washington started back for Vir-

nia.

The Frenchmen told the Indlan guide to
kill Washington, if he could. So, one day,
the Indian shot at Washington, but did not
hurt him.

After that, Washington and the white
man left the Indian. They went on by
themselves.

By and by, they came to a river. It was
full of big blocks of ice.

They made a raft and pushed it along
with poles, Washington's pole slipped, and
he fell into the water. He had to swim to
the shore.

The man said: “Let us stay here tonight.
I will make a fire. Then vou can get dry.”

But the wood was too wet to burn. So
they weni on. They walked all night.

By and by, they came to Virginia. Wash-
ington told the governor what the French-
men said.

The governor said: *“All right; we will
fight them. The land is ours and we will
have it"

(To be concluded next Saturday.)

OUR LITTLE FOLKS.

Wimbletot at the World’s Fair.

Wimblatot had made up his mind to BO to
the world's fair. It seemed to him that
everybody had gone or was going but him-
self and his mamma, so it was no wonder he
wanted to go. So he took his big straw hat
from the nail, felt in his pocket to see if he
had the 5 cents his uncle had given him,
and hurried down the street.

On and on he trudged, and yet he seemed
to gei no nearer to the fair. So when he

saw a large boy he_ went straight up to
him and inquired, “Won't you tole me
where’'s the world’s fair?"”

“Why, certainly,” the boy answered. with
a laugh. “You're standing right in front of
it; see?” and he pointed to a tall building
that had pictures on the front of it.

Of course, that mus:t be it. Wimbletot
went proudly up to the door. “I want to go
in,” he said to the man at the cntrance,
and handed him the 5 cents.

*“Well, we generally charge a dime, little
fellow," the man said, “but seeing that
you're such a small customer, we'll let you
in this time for a nickel.”-

It wasn't much of a world’s fair, after all,
Wimbletot thought: there didn’t begin to
be the number of folks he expected to meet,
and there was nothing to look at but queer
people on high stands. Then where were
Mrs. Morris and Johnny?

“Ain't Miters Morris here?’ he asked a
girl whose hair stuck out all over her head.

“Did she say she was coming?” asked the
girl, looking interested.

“Oh! yes, and lots of peeple in our street's
coming—that's why I did—only mamma,
she stays heme.”

The Albino wondered if they were really
going to have a crowd st last,

Wimbletot had been gazing curiously at
the girl. At last he said, “Won’t your mov-
ver comb your hair?"’

“My hair Is combed,” she replied, with
dignity.

Next he came to the bearded lady, and
asked, anxiously, *Is you a papa-mamma?”’

She smiled at the little questioner, and
wanted to take him in her arms. But that
frightened him, and he ran away from her.

Wimbletot scon grew tired, so he started
to go home. When he got outside he didn't
know which way {o turn. It was beginning
to grow dark, and what was he going to
do? Oh, how he wished he had stayed
away from the world's fair. Presently he
saw a familiar form, and there was gctually
his own papa coming along the strest! Wim-
bletot was soon in his arms, telling the as-
tonished man that he had been to the
world's fair, but didn't like it at all.

Mr. Wimble explained that he couldn’t
have been there, as the fair was a long
distance off, and he told the little boy how
naughty it was for him to go away without
his mamma knowing it.

“I won't never want tc do it again, any-
how,” he sobbed on his papa's shoulder,
*“’cause I was frightened at the papa-mam-
ma, and the girl with mussed hair was
cross, and anything might happen to a little
boy whose dear movver isn' wiv him. And
I don't want to go to a far-off world's fair
when I got so tired to this one.”

Our Bird Friends.

All farmers should be friends of the birds.
Their ministrations are before his eyes
every day. Not long ago I was sitting in
my orchard when 1 noticed a little sparrow
light at the root of an apple tree. The tree
‘had been set out this year and was not very
thrifty. In a moment the bird was circling
around the stem of the tree and peering

among the leaves on the short branches. It
seized a worm and dropped to the ground.
It killed the worm, swallowed it, then flitted
back into the tree. At once it discovered a
second worm and again lighted upon che
ground to devour it. The process was gone
through a third time and a third worm was
devoured. When the bird fiitted back into
the tree the fourth time it found no worm
and soon flew away. Then I examined the
tree, I found that worms had been devour-
ing its leaves. But for the little sparrow
they might flanlly have killed the tree. A
number of times this spring I have noticed
wrens about my own and my neighbor's
barns carrying worms in their bills. They
had nests hidden away and were carrying
food to their young. The number of nox-
ious worms and bugs that one of these birds
destroys during a season would astonish us
it we knew. Yet, there are farmers who
permit thelr boys to stone these birds, and
sometimes slaughter them with guns. That
any one can be so ungrateful, so unmindful
of his own interests. and so savage, seems
strange, indeed.—T. C. Karns, Powell sta-
tion. i

Whenever you find one of our ever-cheer-
ful rattlers giving forth its musie, and tell-
ing you to watch out, there yon will find
the purest water, the freshest air and the
highest, dryest land. As long as you live in
a country where you have.to kick a rattler

off your every now and then you
needn’t be afraid of chills and fever sneak-

A RUNAWAY MATCH

The Little White Sister,

Edith Dillingham.

It was early spring, and up through fresh,
tender grass, lifting itself up higher and
higher toward the bright. blue sky, appear-
ed a “Little White Sister.” People general-
Iy called her the “Wild Strawberry.” but
not so the clover and daisies.

As the days grew warmer she, at the sun’s
bidding threw off her green winter wrap-
pings and appeared in her white, spotless
garment. When people passing her and
others like her said, ““What a quantity of
strawberries we shall have thic year,” the
sisters looked at one another in wonder.

But still the sun shone and the breezes
blew, while happy were the 'Little White
Sister's’’ childish days. One night she fell
asleep and slept for fourteen whole days
and nights. On the fifteeenth. when she
awoke, she found, to her surprise that she
was all clad in red.

She was greatly frightened. and asked the
ant, mosquito, cricket, spider and the toad
what was the matter with her, but each
had its own troubles and perplexities to
think of, and passed her indifferently by.
But the white daisy said:

*“Why, little sister mine, do you not know
the story of your ancestors? A long time
ago Dame Nature told the ‘flower tribe’ In
a certain field that she would reward the
one who behaved the best during the year
by changing him into a strawberry.

“Now, it was a great honor to be a straw-
berry and qf some use in the world, and
they all tried hard to be good. It was one
of your ancestors who won the prize. So,
little Miss Rosiness. that is why you are
changed." .

It was not long ago as T wandered down
to that green spot I saw little Miss Rosi-
ness, round and plump, with laughing
mouth and rosy cheeks. Around her sat, in
silent admiration, the bumblebee, ant and
mosquito. the cricket, spider and toad, while
from her airy height, the sweet daisy said:

“Dear Little Miss Rosiness, thou hast in-
deed a treasure. Guard it well and do not
give it up until the right one comes.”

“Ay, ay, until the right one comes.” an-
swered the laughing berry, while still the
sun shone and the bréezes blew.

A Dream of the Sea.

Oh, beautiful, boundless, shining sea,

When shall thy treasvres be known to me?

Really, last night, when I went to bed,

“You shall dream a dream of the sea,’” gome
thing sald.

I dreemt I woke up In the
Thinking of the many people forlorn,

If many lay Creamiag in silence deep,

And if they, llke our dead, lay fast asleep.

Are there riches, and mines of silver and guld,

Greater, far greater, than men shall behold?

Are there emeralds apd rubles In the sand burled
'

deep !
While above, through the water, the flshes leap.

The waves rolled upon the slivery shore,

I' asked wy quistions o'er nnd o'er.

“Ha! Ha!" sald the :‘m’rl dau ttmynfr!]:{:hd to tum

“It’s nothing at all but a dream he sea."™
g MABLE WINSLOW,

morn,

In ourselves the sunshine dwells,

From ourselves the music swells;

By ourselves our life is fed

With sweet or bitter daily brea&
—NIXON WATERMAN,

DROP LETTER.
G- g -d- -h, a-n -I¥-t-, b- -h- -h- m- -t- -B- -t- =

m- -t —C. €.

BEH.E;‘;'D‘I;NGSE
Behead to separate ave ow.
Behe:.dd :n eating trough for cattle and leave a

drill.
head a In ladle and leave to eage up.
g:held 'lou;'t‘hhz lean and thin and leave €

rough, steep rock. X B. P. 8.
WORD SQUARE.
LA B 1. A throw.
®sees 2 At a great distance.
LR 3. Secure.
s g4

t of the vegetable kinf,
The largest o N P 8

REBUS,

"Fr:nswn the little wheel of a spur and get to
th’lr's-::\:r[';ue something very small and get repeti-
uo'r‘::nm an acld fruit and the tree that bears
“r‘r”.'i,ﬁ.‘.'.ie'.".:il‘r'g and get inflection.

BEHEADINGS.

Awe—we. Wear—ear. Dye—ye. Lone—

one. Mill—dlL

CHARADES.
Barnest.

Aye aye.

T
ROMEDO
B U
AARON
D D
—Catherine M. Cavanaugh, age 18,

TRANSPOSED REBUS.

A bird In he hand is worth two in the bush,




